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glare over the scene and filled the temple with
aromatic, resinous sinoke, Hound one side the men
were seated, row after row of closely packed,, savage-
looking figures staring fixedly ahead, smoking their
ceremonial pipes of carved stone. Between them and
the central altar was a fire of huge logs, and over
this girls were cooking thick unsweetened chocolate,
while others stirred an immense pot of rice chicha.
Moving silently about, other girls were passing the
chicha and bitter chocolate to the men; and on the
farther side of the altar sat scores of women, their
long hair falling over their faces and their eyes fixed
upon the floor. All about the altar were placed
small earthenware effigies of birds, beasts, reptiles
and fish, with a few human figures, some monsters
that resembled ogres or devils, and many miniature
clay pots, dishes and plates.
Following the short ceremony of adopting me as
a member of the tribe, which was an amazing sur-
prise on my part, the assembled Indians rose and
commenced a slow wailing chant. The barbaric
music was then resumed, while the old dance-chief
(whom I had recently cured) took his place beside
the altar carrying a "devil-stick" in one hand. Then,
in perfect rhythm, the Indians began dancing around
and around the altar, following the sinuous, snake-
like formation I have mentioned. Every now and
again one would shout the name of some beast, bird,
person or spirit. Then, leaping aside from the line of
dancers, he would seize a handful of food from the
altar, thrust some into his mouth, stoop quickly and
drop some into one of the tiny clay dishes, and toss
the remainder into the fire. At the same time the